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one afternoon when, sitting together in his library
in the deepening twilight of late October, we talked
of the eternal mystery, and I quoted to him the
lines of a favourite poet of his:

" Illud ab hoc igitur quaerendum est, quid sit amari
Tanto opere, ad somnum si res redit atque quietem
Cur quisquam aeterno possit tabescere luctu."

" But isn't it true ?" he replied, and, rising
with an effort from the depths of the chair, he
walked with faltering steps to a shelf, and taking
down a well-loved volume, he read out the memor-
able words of the Convito wherein Dante speaks of
death as the quiet haven in which the soul, like
a good mariner, after long questing, makes safe
anchor at last, There is much to quiet us in a
death so noble,